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characters; 


Mrs. SHvtr .—A rich widow. 
William Silver ,—Her only ion. 
Pauli —A young orphan milliner. 


Stofperfuchs .—A rich old bachelor merchant. 
Berghof .—Hit step-brother, 

A ter pant. 


(7%# imi ti a small t poorly furnished room f in the fourth Story of M# dwitling occupied bp 
Paulin*, A middle door open* upon the stairs t and a side door into an ad joining chamber, A 
window t outride of which a Mi i* placed t looks upon the street. Head dresses , bandbox* if, ^e- at * 
scattered about the room.) 

{PaviiH4 t alone, at work on a lace vii/,) 





AUZINE. Poor Ptalim ! 
orphan ! My parent* 
left me nothing with 
which to oppofi the power of 
a thousand allurements, but 
the example of their virtue. 
Employment and a cheerful 
have afforded me contentment even in 
little garret; but, since my heart has cheated 
me of my cheerfulness —(A kneel is heard — ™ 
Who knocks ? Come in ! 

|jw*r Mrs. Silver t who is known to Pauline 
under the name of Christiana, neatly dressed as 


a housekeeper,} 

Mrs, Silver, Do T not trouble you ? 

Poulins, Never, never! how often must I 


repeat it? 


Mrs. Silver, Always busy. 

Pauline. Look, dear neighbor 1 the veil is 
almost finished. 


Mrs . Silver . Then you have certainly been 
at work again late at night, 

Pauline, Until toward morning, I confess— 
bat 1 most pay my rent to-day and 1 have need 
of money. 

Mrs. Silver, (Observing 1 her T attentively t 
whilst she speaks ,) I do not think the landlord 
will dun you, 

Paulin*, fLong*!*#,} O certainly not—he 
is my very submissive servant—I have turned 
hit bead upside down. But let us talk of some¬ 
thing else;—I have a little project in my head. 

2 


Mrs, Silver. What la it ? 

Pauli ms. | may be somewhat tedious, hut you 
most permit me to begin at the beginning. After 
the death of my parents I found a second mother 
in Madame Bcrghof, formerly a rich lady whose 
millinery 1 was employed to make. She bu often 
sat here, in my little gar re}, for hours together 
encouraging me to labor, strengthening me in 
good purposes, and assisting me to add to my 
■tore of knowledge. {With emotion.) I shall 
never forget how much I am indebted to her. 

Mrs, Silver. And what has become of her? 

Pauline. Misfortune pursued her honest hus¬ 
band. Last year he became a bankrupt—his 
wife died in penury—his poor children have no 
other refuge than*—oh ! jn her have I lost a 
second mother! Bat—dear neighbor—although 
I have known you only during the two months 
you have occupied the room near me, I already 
bear much affection toward you, and feel no hesi¬ 
tation in opening my heart to you. Your dispo¬ 
sition, your uprightness, your delicacy of feeling— 
yes, it is in your power to repair my toss. 

Mrs. Silver. Good child ! at your age there 
U so much frankness, so great a readiness to trust 
in others. 

Pauline. No, no, it is not to with me; I 
have, like Socrates, a warning demon. But to 
return to my project—have you not told me that 
your dead husband left you but little ? 

Mr*. Silver. Certainly, I find it necessary to 
economize closely. 
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Pauline, (Earnestl jr ) Suppos# we were to 
unit* our little households ? We might both 
save by making common our receipts and expen* 
djlures. 

Mrs* Silver* (With an air of surprise*) Cer¬ 
tainly. 

Panlint. ( With increasing earnest w ?jj.) ThU 
little apartment and the adjoining chamber, there, 
will afford sufficient room for ua both ; so that 
half the expense of rent will be at once saved. 1 
could assist you to bear your affliction*, and you 
could protect me from the evilly-disposed—I could 
lighten the burden of your old age* and you could 
direct my youth;—In thi* manner would our 
lives be reciprocally sweetened. 

jifr*. Silver, Yes* yes, good Pauline* 1 accede 
to your proposition. 

PwilinSi Excellent ! and I will cal! you 
mother. 

Mrs. Silver. [Hastily and significantly .J 
Mother ! ye** do so. 

Bautins* But you must treat me as familiarly 
is if I were your daughter. 

Mrs. Silver. That will I, 

Paulin*, We shall have, henceforth, but one 
purse. 

Mrs. Silver. I will attend to the household 
affairs and what we save— 

Pauline, With that will we assist the unfor¬ 
tunate ! Oh ! it is so sweet. 

Mn. Silver. But have you no fears that 1 
may often be wearisome to you T 
Pauline* Never, never. 

Mrs „ Silver. You receive visit* from certain 
people— (Pauline easts down her eyes) to whom 
my presence will not be agreeable. Our old 
landlord* for instance; he comes every day ! 
Pauline, (Smiting*) Yes* he does, 

Mrs, Silver. [Observing her closely.) And 
not he alone ; a certain young man, also— 

Pauline. (Wttk half ludicrous displeasure.) 
Whom t love frightfully, I cannot deny, 

Mrs, Silver. I saw him at a distance, only, 
but he appears to me— 

Pauline. Ah yes, distracting! you saw his 
*yes l and the soul in his eyes 1 I owe him 
much—-perhaps my life. Hear* mother, how 
good he is. As I was carrying some of my work 
home, last winter I fell on the ice and hurt my 
head so badly that I was stunned. A crowd of 
the rabble gathered about me where I was lying, 
unable to get up ; but no one offered assistance, 
until he forced his way through, took me in hit 
arms, and carried me, gently, home. On reach¬ 
ing my room l fainted* and when 1 recovered my 
n crises 1 found a physician at my bed-side, lie 
liad brought him and was as earnestly employed 
about me as a loving brother. 2 


t Mrs. Silver* (F*rjr muck moved.) Go on njj 
; child ! You do n T t know bow much your story 
; interest* me + 

; Pauline, For eighteen day* 1 was in danger; 
i during this time he inquired, with anxiety, daily 
and hourly after my condition. He begged every 
\ one for comfort. At last 1 recovered my health, 
j but—my peace was Jo*t 3 He became aware of 
; it—bow indeed could it be concealed 7— He told 
j me he loved me—I said the same to him—now 
\ mother, you know all. 

Mrs. Sliver^ And w'hat is the uame of this 
' young man 7 

Pauline. William Silver; he U from Dres¬ 
den, and U the only son of a rich widow. 

Mrs. Silver. Has he made you a proposal of 

; marriage. 

Pauline. Certainly, very often—but I did not 
dare to accept. His mother, who it said to be a 
j very fine lady* ha* other prospects for him. This 
; son is her only hope, and she love* hint above 
l every thing. 

( Mrs* And he? 

j Paulin*. Oh he almost worships her! He call* 

\ her his best friend ; he never speak* of her with- 
j out tears in his eyes. [Mrs* Silver strives to 
j conceal her emotion.) He loves her more dearly 
: than any one on earth*—me excepted* of course— 
and could £ do anything which would afflict such 
a mother? Never! I have, therefore* detrr- 
:■ mined to make know n to her every thing, myself; 

:■ for if no one come* to my assistance J shall find 
| it impossible to tear myself from William. I 
. am only a simple maiden; it gives me great 
pleasure to hear * handsome, noble hearted young 
■; man, say ; I love yon! Ah! good neighbor, do 
| you not see how much 1 need your assistance ? 

\ Mrs , Silver , You would, yourself, djacover 

J all to the mother ? 

Panlint. Certainly. My letter it already 
Written. {*SA$ draws it forth from her bosom.) 

) Here it is. Ten time* 1 have commenced, and 
l ten times have 1 effaced what I h*d written; it i* 

: accomplished no better, however, after alh Be- 
\ fore l send the letter* will you do me the favor to 
■ rend it; in the mean time 1 will take home the 
•: veil. (SAe puts the veil itt a bandbox.) When I 
j return j you will give me your opinion — will you 
; not?*—your frank opinion? 

| Mrs . Silver. Certainly, my child. 

| Pauline. Good-bye; (She embraces Mrs. Sil- 
\ vet,) you will love me, I hope. 

I Mrs. Silver* 1 love you, ml ready. 

Pauline. (Going.) Adieu, mother- 
Afrj. Silver, Good-bye, my daughter. 

Exit Pauline. 

Mrs . Silver. An excel lent * pure creature! 
Yes, 1 feel that I shall scon be her mother 
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indeed? This letter—the doe* not suspect that \ 
it )fl already in the right hands; that I am Wtl- j 
Ittm 1 ! mother t and that t have assumed this die- ' 
poise in order to know her; to prove her, that j 
his happiness may be secured. But let me see j 
what she hat written —{She reads.) << Your son j 
loves me and I lore him inexpressibly,"—very j 
wive— j* He wishes to marry me, but I am poor j 
and of humble extraction ; such an event would \ 
afflict yon and so it must not he.” Sweet sou! I— \ 
Yes, 1 will have the courage to refuse the hand 
of mf beloved William; but, without your help, 1 
I cannot break off from him. Come quickly ! j 
tearyonr ton, not out of my heart—that no one 
can do—but out of my trembling arms, which, j 
full of confidence, I stretch toward you/ 1 j 
No, good child, I will not take him from you, \ 
To-day—yet it is not good to be over hasty— ; 
thus far, my son has not seen me—he believes S 
that 1 am still quietly remaining at Dresden and * 
writes mo letter upon letter. (She sits down \ 
and taies out her Inittmg) I find it very Jilfi- \ 
cult, sometimes, when T hear his voice, to pre- ; 
vent myself from rushing in and pressing him to j 
my heart. 

[Enter 8tolperfuchs.) 

81viperfmchf. (At he comes creeping quietly { 
i**o the reoM,) She U alone. 

Mrs* Silvor, Ah! the enamored old bache- j 

tor. 

Stolptrfwk*^ {Drawing near to her, simper* j 
i^y.) My dearest little Pauline— (H* tecvguiiet j 
Mrs, Saver .}—The devil f is it she t 

Mrs, Silver. Yes, Mr. Stolperfuchs, Pauline j 
kt* gone out; but if you wish her to make any j 
toing, you can leave the order with me. 

Btolperfaeh*. {Aside.} Ah 1 the old witch, j 

Mrs, Silver, Why, you look like a card player j 
watting for a trump. 

Stvtper/uehs. Ever facetious, Mrs. Christiana, 
(d fide.) The deuce take her ? 

Mrs. Silver, Ever gallant, Mr. Stolperfuchs ! i 

Btolptrfuchs, What is to be done? When j 
I nan finds he is growing old, is rich, and han 
neither chick nor child, it is time he should think J 
of enjoying life. For myself, there is quasi no ■ 
greater enjoyment in the world chan to render J 
assistance to dear poverty. 

Mrs* Silver. Especially when dear poverty j 
i« young and pretty ? 

Btolptrfuckt, Ha ! ha ! ha ! That is cer- j 
tauily no obstacle. I see, very well, that Mrs. i 
Christiana is an experienced —[A fide.) ear a > 
(Aloud.) I must confess to you, indeed, \ 
that Pauline, little Pauline, has quasi turned my j 
h«id, and I must have her, cost what it will. 

Mrs. Silver, That will not be such aa easy j 
matter. « j 


Biol per fucks. O—o—o—o! I have money,, 
Mrs. Silver, do you understand—much money. 

JVfrs. Silver, Pauline Is poor, but she pos¬ 
sesses the pride of virtue. 

Stolperfuchs, Pride, bah i!—ha! ha l ha! I 
know her better She loves money—right dearly 
does she love it. 

Mrs. Silver. What proof have you of that ? 

Stolperfuchs* Has she not lately accepted 
some from me ? 

Mrs. Saver. Pauline? 

Stolperfuchs, Yea, yes,*—'Pauline J 

Mrs. SUv ei r, Paul ine ?—accepted money from 
you ? 

Stolprrfuchs. Not for the first time either. 
She has received, from time to time, right hand¬ 
some sums from me. It is true, notwithstanding, 
the al ways plays the cruel—laughs very mock¬ 
ingly in my face—oh ! she is quasi a little fiend ! 
But if you would only consent Mrs. Christiana, 
yes if pen would— 

Mrs. Silver. What? 

8t olperfu chs . 0 h psha w—you und er stand me, 

well enough. Pauline has confidence in you, I 
know. If you would only say to her—-that, for 
my age 1 am quite gaoddoo king,—that 1 am a 
jolly fellow ; rich, generous and quasi a man of 
honor—would make a very good husband—that 
she would eventually inherit all I— 

Mrs. Silver . Strong grounds, certainly. 

Stolperfuchs, Are they not ? Well, I will 
place my cause in your hands, Mrs. Christiana, 
and you will have no reason to be sorry lor the 
part you take in it. You must impress upon her 
imagination a great idea of my handsome person— 

Mrs. Silver. Yery good, very good ! 

Stolperfuchs. Do n’t say any thing to her 
about the money^it might make her angry. 

Mrs . Silver. Certainly not. 

Stolperfuchs. The little wjtch is so charm¬ 
ing that 1 could quasi make a fool of myself 
about her. Good bye, Mrs. Christiana, make 
your cause good, and you will find that there is 
generosity—magnanimity ! (Exit.) 

Mrs. Saver , 1 cannot recover from my aston¬ 

ishment ! What! Could Pauline have assumed 
her innocent manner ? Is it possible that she 
can have received money from this old sensualist ? 
But why should she have labored throughout the 
night, in order to earn money enough to pay her 
rent ? Why has she desired that we should live 
together? 1 must solve this riddle. 

(Enter Pauline.) 

Panline. Here am I, back again already. 

Mrs. Silver , (Endeavoring to recover her 

self-possession.) Did the veil answer ? 

^Pauline, Fully; and J was paid cash for it. 
Here Is my little treasure. [She shows a purse. 
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containing moutp.) A good commencement for 
our housekeeping. 

Mr*. Silver. {Aside.} I can hardly control 
myself. 

Paulin*. {Very tenderly.) Well, dear mo¬ 
ther, have you read my letter ? 

Mr* Silver. Yes, with true pleasure. 

Pauline, Do you think i may venture to 
send it—will it not make William'* mother 
angTy ? 

Atrs. Silver. She will certainly feel-—what 
X have felt. 

Pauline. Yes* if she resembles you* You 
are so good, so indulgent— {She grasp* her hand, 
which Aire, Silver give s, somewhat reluctantly .) 
But what is the matter? 

Afr*> Silver. With me ? nothing, 

Pauline, You are no longer so friendly,— 
so—what shall t say ? so frank ! Have I dis* 
pleased you ? That is possible, lor I am, some¬ 
times, so silly ; but, good Christiana, it is never 
from my heart * 

Ain r. Silver, If thi* tone, these 

feature* could deceive— 

Pauline, There is certainly something wrong. 
Do not, I implore you, conceal any thing from 
me. 

Mr** Silver. I must confess that, during your 
absence— 

Pauline. Welt ? 

Jlfrj. Silver* I have thought more seriously 
about your proposition—Pauline, I thought, is 
hardly as old as 1 am—how long will it be be¬ 
fore I shall become unable to labor; then will I 
be a useless burden— 

Panline. (With affectionate feeling.} Oh 
God, no ! Suppose obi age were to render you 
incapable of labor, and suppose I were so happy as 
to be enabled to support you by my industry; 
even then my indebtedness to you would not be 
removed* The guide of my youth, the protector 
of my innocence, will for ever remain my bene¬ 
factress. 

ilfri* Silver. Well be it so—but [ have 
thought of a plan which, with your consent, will 
raise us both, for ever, above the possibility of 
want. 

Pauline. {Hastily.) Ah l what is it 1 

Airs* Silver. Siolperfuchs loves you. 

Pauli tie* {Laughing.) Oh yes, he loves me 
to distraction. 

Aire, Silver. You might become his wife. 

Pauline. What! 

Mre. Silver * Why not ? he is very rich, stupid 
and foolish enough— 

Pauline. {Loafing fired ly at Air*. Silver.) 
You certainly are not speaking seriously. 

Mr** Silver* I do not see why— ^ 


Pauline. {With dignity.) If I could suspect 
you to be capable of seriously entertaining such 
a thought, all were ovef between us. But not 
you have only wished to try me—but such 
a trial is deeply painful. If you harbor such a 
suspicion against me, why do you not at once de¬ 
clare it ? Friendship does not move in this clan* 
destine manner. I am a poor orphan, but 3 will 
never, with God’s assistance, give up the feeling 
of conscious integrity in my heart. buret* 

into teare.) Oh you have, indeed, caused me deep 
pain. 

Mr*. {Much agitated and dr atom to- 

ward* her ) Forgive me ! Yes, I doubted, that 
in your condition—at your age—such inducements 
^-forgive me, good child, {Forgetting he rid/.) 
Reflect that the peace of my life, the happiness 
of a mother —{recollecting her eel/*) You have 
given me that name. 

Pauline. { Throwing her arm* about kor nsef.) 
Yes, now do 1 bear my mother again. 

Afr*. Silver. You have conquered—every sus- 
picion is removed. But explain to me what the 
miserable Stolperfuchs— 

{The bell outride of the window i* heard to 
ring.) 

Pauline. This ring is familiar to me. 

Mr*, Silver, {Aside.) It is impossible that 
; vice could assume this appearance* 

Pauline. {Loafing out.} la any one below ? 

[ Yes indeed, it is William, 

Mr*. Silver. {Audi r.) My soti^I must find a 
! pretext to leave the room— 

Pauline, {At the window.} Is the door locked ! 
Go through the gate, then. {She dote* the 
\ window.) 

Air*, Silver, i will leave you alone with him, 

; whilst I pack up my Rule stock of household 
articles. I will move over this day in order to 
: atone for my injustice to you. {Goes out.) 
j Pauline. {Calling after her.) As soon as Wil¬ 
liam goes away I w ill come and assist you. (She 
listen* at the door.) Yes, that ja hi* step, or 
rather his spring, for he comes up two or three 
\ steps at a time. {She draws back into the middle 
! of the room.) Shall J speak of (be letter to hit 
mother? No, wherefore should I trouble him 
before the time; it is jjossible, indeed, that— 
5 Ah ! there he i* \ 

{Enter William.) 

> ■ 

William. {Hastening up to her.) My Pauline, 
v {attempt* to lie* her.} 

\ Pauline. {Holding him gently away *} Whence. 
■ so early, mad cap? 

William. This is pose day ; I expect certain 
letters from Dresden, and I am going, myself, to 
i the post office— 

\ Pauline. (TTitA a glance at the letter in JUr 
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Prom Dresden, sty you T From jour 
mother, probably? 

William. She will soon be your mother, also. 

Paulin*. Ah that is very improbable, Indeed ! 
Such t rich ltdj— 

William. Who only desires the happiness of 
her sou, 

Pam/im. A mi ■ poor orphan ! 

William. You ungrateful little creature l Has 
not mother nature been lavish enough to you ? 
OfaT when my mother sees you; when she only 

once am you. 

Paniin*. Tea, with yp#r eye* 

William, Then will 1 say; Is she not beautiful? 
Tot bar sou), mother, her soul is far more beau¬ 
tiful? 

Paw/inf, You will make me blush. 

William. Well then, you will blush and be¬ 
come ten limits more pretty; my mother will 
look upon you, kindly, with moistened eye*; will 
taiie my hand, place your* in it, and call you, 
daughter. 

Pauli as. Oh my friend, my dear William! 
you dream so beautifully— 

William, It is no dream! No dream ! I 
build my hopes upon a mother's love, 

(Enter a Servant.) 

Servant, A note for the young lady, 

Paulin*. (Mil the nat* i *trps forward and 
remix it half aloud} “Come not to me, my good 
Paulino ; it would bo vain. My creditors are in* 
exoruble. I cannot procure the hundred dollar* 
and most save myself by flight. Farewell f Pity 
me!—Bficaof ! M Oh the poor children ! 

William. (Observing her, uneasily.) She ap¬ 
pear* agitated—perplexed. 

Pauli ns. (After a moment * j refect io n .) Yes, 
it is the only means. (Skegoewf hurriedly, to the 
lulls, writes a /Mr words upon a scrap of paper 
•md gins* it to tkt servant.} Tike this note, im¬ 
mediately, to the gentleman who sent you. 

Servant. Yes, Mist- 

Paulin*. Say to him that he mast be careful 
to avoid observation. He will understand, 

Servant. Yes, Miss. [Exit ) 

William. [WAo has watched this proceeding 
with mmsmrimtss—aside ,) I know not what to 
think of this. 

Paulin*. {Without embarrassment,} Dear Wil¬ 
liam, all this is a riddle to you; I will solve it 
in pood time. But you appear so much agitated. 

William. I ? Oh no, not at all, 

Pauline. Yon stammer ? Yon do not look 
at mat William, could you harbor suspicion 
if*inst Pauline ? 

William. Suspicion? Hraven preserve me 
from that! 

Pauline. My secret is of much importance 

3* 


i to me; but if it disturbs you—You shall know 

Ui. 

William, No f no f I will know nothing. 
That would be humiliating to us both. Forgive me 
that, for a single morQpxit—I am deeply ashamed of 
myself The mail must have arrived, by this 
time; 1 will fly to the post office, bring the let¬ 
ter from my mother, and we will read it together 
Good-bye. (lie goes toward the door.) 

Pauline, You'll soon return. 

William. { Returns and shake* her hand 
' warmly.) Love and confidence should never be 
separated ! Adieu. ( Exit.) 

Pauline. Noble youth! how were it possible 
not to love thee! Heavens! what noise is that 
| upon the stairs ? (She listen*.) Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

| Tha reckless William has thrown Mr. Stolper- 
| fuchs over the bannisters. How As complains, 

| how he mocks. Now all is quiet again. He 
comes; spirit of my benefactress, hover over me \ 

St olperfnth*. (jfi the doo r scolding and a rrattg* 

; is# hi* disordered clothes and wig.} Coxcomb * 

; senseless caperer! A quasi gentleman deserves 
respect when he is met— {Comingforward ) Ah! 

; ha l I find my dear, beautiful Utile Pauline at 
home, this time. 

Pauline, Is it you, Mr- Stolperfucbs? 

Stolperfucke. I myself, my charming child. 
The young blockhead, who just came from here, 

; compelled me in a shameless manner to sit dow n 
upon the steps. 

Pauline. (Sympathi singly.) You have suffered 
no injury ? 

Stofperfttehi. A few bruises on some of my 
: limbs, nothing more, (Seises her hand.) Ah f 
the dear delicate little fingers! If a man only 
had such for breakfast every morning. (lie kisses 
her hand.) 

Paulim. ('Drawing it bad.) As you are 
here, I wilt pay you the rent w Liicb ia due* 

Stolperfticks. Pay? yes* yea! 

Pauline. Certainly, this is my rent day. 
(Sh* counts out the sum.) Here it the money- 
give me a receipt, if you please, 

Stolperfuch j . (Sitedown to write.) Receipt? 
Oh yea, willingly. (S imperially .) But the 
money—I will not take tliat ? 

Pauline. Certainly, you must take it; I pay 
my debts, punctually ; they must never be con¬ 
founded with your presents—of the value of which 
I am fully sensible. 

Stotperfucks. If that is true, my angel* why 
are you ever so shy; you little satan ! 

Pauline. Bless me ! what are you thinking 
oT? A heart is not to he won In a day, (A lit¬ 
tle eogvettishly.) You have great claims upon 
my gratitude—and it is in your power to add to 
them. 
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Stolptrfueht. How my twin? bow? 

PdH/sns. 1 un j ust at this lima in a diffi¬ 
culty. 

Stoiperfucht* What is it? what is it ? 

Pan l ins* I have a debt to pay, 

Stolperfuchs* A debt?* 

Pauli hi. A sacred debt! but I want, 

Stolperfttcks Well—out with it, 

Pauling. A considerable sum. 

Stol per fucks. Yes, yes! but what have you 
done with all the money which I have already 
ifftaji given you ? You dress at ways in the most 
simple manner. 

Paulin*. No nutter. If I do not id a quar¬ 
ter of an hour procure a hundred dollars— 

StQlptrfncks. A hundred do]lari S 

[Mrs, Silver cow* to the door where fA* ffdm/r, 
listening attentively t ) 

Pauline. {Coaxingly .) It ii certainly a great 
deal of money, 

Stolperfuehs. [Simpertugly.) Little witch! 

Patdine, But you are such a charming old 
gentleman. 

Stolperfucki+ Not bo old, either. 

Paulin*. So quasi benevolent. 


Adieu, my sugar plum; 1 shall b* back 
i directly. (Bait) 

I Pauline, Oh I this m too much—tm roach ? 
—if I did not know how to ennoble his nmty 
—Yet* what keeps Berg ho f? He ought to 
bare been here before this time. Heavens! 

: if he should have fallen into the hands of the oA» 
i cars and my humiliation should be vaia. Hist * 
l I hear some ou« coming. It is he. 

(Enter Bergkof ) 

Here I aro t as you deiiral 
Stolperfuchs has not, however, seen 


jj Btrghof 
• Paulin*, 
j you? 

Bergkof* 

| what hope— 
t Paulin*. 

Birghof. 


No ! I kept out of his way. But 


Your money is ready. 

What T Could my brother—after 
I the many presents which you have already brought 
me from him— 

S PaniiM*. He saves you—and soon, I hope* 

■ will be reconciled to you, 

| Berghof. Cun it be possible! Oh my food 
j angel ! 

■ Pauline. To bring back happiness to the 
| husband of my benefactress, is my most ardent 


Stolprrfuch t. Who could withstand the Circe? ! wish. But Borne one is coming. Step quickly 


{lie draw* forth hi j puree ) 


into the chamber, hare, and do not come out till 1 


Mr*. Silver. {And*.) Heaven! what must call you. 

I see and hear ! j (Mrs* Silver appear* at the floor.} 

Pauline. Oh ! you do not know how happy ; Bcrghof. (Kissing Pauline'* hand,) 
you make me. | noble Pauline! (Passe* hastily into the elkamhar.} 

Stolperfuchs. I will hope for rcciproce. Yon ; Mrs. Silver. (Aside, whilst Pauline is tv- 
roust make up your mind, speedily. 1 have not \ tied with Berghof.} Let us see bow far tbs 
the sum you desire with me, at present; here* ; shameless creature will push her boieneia. 
however, are six louis d'or. ■ Pauline, Ah! dear neighbor* have you fimih- 

Paulius, {Aside, as she plate* the gold on the : ed packing up your things ? 

table.) Against fny will the blood mounts to my \ Mrs, Silver, Yes,—I hope* to-day—but did 

face- What I am doing is not altogether right— j I not bear some one speaking with you, 
but can I do otherwise. ; Pauline. Mr. Stolperfuchs has been hare. 

StolperfuchM {Aside.} Long life to old Mrs. According to his praisworthy custom, ha baa Wen 
Christiana—She has used her influence* in my ■! making his court to me. 

favor, to some purpose, ; Mrs. Silver. Take care, Pauline f The food 

Mr*. Silver. (A*idc.} The hypocrite is un- name of a maiden more frequently suffers from 
masked. \ indiscretion than. vice. (Signifcanily,} A 

Stolperfuchs. I will go, immediately, end < beautiful form, sometimes covers a black 
bring the balance. But, fair little Pauline; dare 


I not hope by this time* that such a ready ac¬ 
quiescence— 

Pauline. Will be appreciated by me ? Cer¬ 
tainly. And you shall be recompensed for it, to* 
day, Mr, Stolperfuchs. 

(Afr#. *Si7rcr makes gestures expressive of 

horror and withdraws*} j , 

' HI 


5 but, early or late, truth avenges itself. 

Pauline. [Somewhat embarrassed,} Yon fix 
\ your eyes so steadily upon me? Your tone is 
so significant. Do you wish* again, to try me ? 
j Mrs. Stiver. (Almost scornfully,} Try you? 
Oh no! that is no longer necessary. Back an 
effort would be thrown away. 


Pauline. I see now* indeed, that you art not 
Stolperfuchs. {/ra an extasy.} At last! at what you were an hour ago. The visits of our 
last! you charming creature ! You quasi little landlord are displeasing to you ? Will* let them 
mouse! You will not be sorry for it. When you j be discontinued. Oh! if you were never, never 
become my wife you shall live liken princess, < to ask of me a greater sacrifice —(She hang* oh 
like a queen 1 Happy Stolperfuchs! Sbe is thineS j her neck with childish affection.) 
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Aft*. Stiv *rv I can hardly Cod- 

in myiclf. 

Pck/ifw. If, for instance, l should not permit 
rUliam to nee me any more. 

Jfrf, (D«p/y William! 

PsWiW. In spite of the sweet hopes, with 
hiehyoa flatter me, I shall ever fear that his 
other will not grant her consent. 

Mr*. Silver* (£U/« longer to retrain k* r* 
df.j Never! never! 

Paulies. |/m asWarwji Heavens! 

on any that with a severity— 

Mr #. Silver. Forgive me—I would spare you 

un disgrace. 

Paul in*. [Proudly .} Disgrace ? who can 
isgraee me, except myself? William’s mother 
ay roll me of her son—She may break my heart 
-bat disgrace me, sha cannot. 

Mr*, Silver. I advise you, however, to break 
t yonr connection with the young man ; and the 
poner you do it tbe better. 

Poulin*. Oh yes, this day, if it must be. 

[Enter William, ttpon whom she look* svr row¬ 
dily.} AhJ William 1 

(Af>« Silver *t ft fix quickly a*ide to avoid 
ally observed by 

William. (Haste ni ng joyfally, to ward s Pan - 
i« t with a Inter in Air kauri .Jj Victory, dear 
’tttliiie ! a letter from my mother—She is coming 
hither! She consents !— 

Poulin*, [Intoxicated with joy.} Is it pos- 

Olal 

William. Listen. [He reads,} <=> I set out 
Lhis morning—After a searching inquiry, I begin 
IV believe that Pauline is as virtuous m the is 
qing. If I find it is really so, I shall have 
i to bless your union/’ 

Paulin*. Oh God! (£?As hastens fo Mrs , 

Now, my friend, rejoice with me. 
William* [Perceives his mother.) What do 

see! 

Mr*. Silver. William! 

William, {Rufhe* into her arms.) My 

r! 

Poulin*. [Motionless with astonishment.) 

i mother f 

l Mrs. Silver. At last, I hold you again in 

wins. 

| Poulins* Who would have thought it! for 
ntha—Such su Indigent life— 

Lifts* Silver. [With much severity.) You 
surprised al that ? Know, Miss, that to a 
r, no sacrifice is too great which promises 
i the happiness of her son. Yes, under 
i have I desired— 

To prove my Pauline; to convince 
If, that she is worthy tbe name of your 
ler- Well, mother, you know the dear mai¬ 


den ; have I said too much? (if# take* Panlint's 
hitwi.) Oh come! come! receive her blessing. 

Mrs * Silver* [Repulsing Pauline^ coldly, J 
Hold! 

William. Heaven ! what do you mean ? 

Mrs. Silver. PAline is unworthy of you* 
my son.. 

William, Unworthy ? 

Paulin** [Suppressing her tear*,} Have I 
not always said to you that I, a poor orphan. 

Mrs, Silver* You do not misapprehend me* 
Like yourself, my son, I was infatuated with her 
charms. Heaven knows that my heart bad, 
already, named her my daughter* But a single 
moment dissipated the illusion* She can never 
become yours. 

William. Never? and wherefore? 

Mrs, Silver. Follow- me and you shall know 
all. 

William, I ? leave Pauline thus ? 

Aft#* Silver. [Grasps his hand.} Follow 
me. 

Pauline. ( Throws herself between them. J No. 
I will not permit you to go hence! You must 
not leave the room till 1 know the grounds of this 
cruel humiliation. [Proudly.) Not to you, 
madam, do I turn myself; maternal anxiety 
renders you insensible to the misery of a if ranger— 
| mucA agitated }—but to my good neighbor— 
Christiana! to whom I have, so often, laid open 
my inmost heart! [Hastily and despairingly.} 
Madam, you are free to tear away your ion —to 
rob me of the dearest treasure in the world—but 
be just! Leave me at least his respect and my 
own honor ! I have nothing else in the world ; 
but I will defend these with my life! [She 
seems ready to fall ; William supports her.} 

William „ Mother! if this is not the language 
of innocence— 

Mrs. Silver. Yery wcll_l see I am com¬ 
pelled to declare all. 

[Enter Stolperfuchs^ out of breath,} 

Stolperfneks* Here I am ! here I am ! 

Mrs, Silver* You come just at tbe right 
time to assist me to unmask this hypocrite. 

StolpsrfucA*. Ha ! what does this quasi 
mean ? 

Mrs* Silver. Has not this girl received 
money from you ? here—a few moments since ? 

Stoljnrfnek*. [Looks at each t alternately, 
without knowing what to soy.j Hem! what ? 
money ? 

Pauline. {Collectedly, } Yes, money. It is, 
certainly, true* 

William. It is true? 

Mrs* Silver. Were you not to bring more 
under the promise that you would receive some 
rctun7for it to-day ? 
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asthpk’i xagazihe. 


Stolper/uch*. Hem * what? 

Pautitte. That, also, it true. 

Mr*. Silver. And have I not } Mui T surprised 
a man here who was showing you the moat deli¬ 
cate attentions; who, in abort, ii now concealed 
in your chamber - 

William. Oh! heaven J must I believe it ? 

Pauline. (r#rf And yon loo, Wil* 

liam ! Lore and confidence should never be 
separated ! (6'As opet ci her fkam&er door,} 
Come forth, Mr. Bergbof, for whom 1 have 
Buffered so much, and testify to my innocence, 

(Eater Bergkof i /ram the chamber,} 

Berghaf. Who dares question your inno¬ 
cence ? 

StalperfHcht* Great heaven!—my brother ! 

1 Villiam. Hia brother ? 

Mr*. Stiver. How is that ? 

Bergkof. Yh, £ am this man's step-brother* J 

Pauline. The husband of my dead benefao \ 

(nil, 

H&rghof. Through unexpected misfortune!, ;J 
I lost my property., My brother suffered some 
loss in consequence of my failure, which estranged j 
him from me— 

Pauline* He was, vainly, implored to assist ! 
his honest brother ; but heart and purse remained \ 
fast closed, whilst be heaped presents upon me. 
My benefactress was dead—her poor children ■ 
were in want—my feelings of propriety, cer¬ 
tainly, revolted against the idea of receiving the \ 
presents of this man—but in the hope of one day 1 
reconciling the brothers to each other, when 1 j 
would stand justified, I had the courage, with s 
pure heart, to lalce for one brother what the other 
by his importunities forced upon me. 


{Jog/mllf.) Tes, it ia so 1 
Mr*. Silver. If it were true? 

Bergkaf . (To Slot per/make.) Tea,ihe al ways 
brought the presents in your name, and I oafy 
regarded them as signs of you? returning afic- 
lion. 

Staiperfuehe. El! Ei! So? So? That li 
certainly very Christian-1 ike—•srmplny^ 
[a*ide.) Then hav# I, indeed, a sour apple fa 
bite. ( Aloud .J Well, brother, you shall W0 
be deceived by her, I qnaei t open my arms Is 
you. (The brat here embrace.} 

Pauline. Thus have 1 kept my weid; Ail 
was the promised recompense for par pis 
sent. 

Mr*. Stiver* I have much for which to make 
■mends to you—daughter * 

Pauline, {Fall* imm her arm *4 Appear¬ 
ances were against me. 

William. Mother, I am proud of ray choice. 
Sialperfit oh*, His mother T 
Pauline* (Smiling.) Certainly. Tfci rich 
widow Silver, of Dresden. 

Mr*. Silver , Whom, also, you haw froilbd 
to reward, for her aerviees. 

Stolper fuck*. Phew \ the deuce! and 1 have 
addressed her in such a beautiful manMN 

Pauline. My good Mr. Slolperfocba, you do 
not know any thing of women. They wt too 
often, indeed, condemned upon simple a ppe ai- 
idch, 

Stolperfuche. And must I really be fi*a 
ashamed of my conduct after all. Dot I have 
money ; 1 will not be ashamed, and without uf 
: ceremony will put a good face on a bed mat* 
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